Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
fct him. Looking very well, she thought; his figure scarcely
less thin but more sinewy and harder, and straight as an
arrow—and not too angry.
Then she was not so sure, for he looked down on her.
The handkerchief she held concealed her face, all but the
chestnut coils and the olive forehead so sweet in its con-
tour. But he caught sight of the eye peeping out of the
corner of the handkerchief. Appraising him, eh? Dra-
matics again—diable! she could give lessons at the Odeon.
A curse almost escaped him, but he stifled it, as Hortense
placed a hand on his arm and called him "father." He
tried to think back. Yes, it was the first time.
He studied the girl's face with its wide violet eyes,
framed by its flaxen hair like wind-blown floss. All frank-
ness ; no play-acting here. None of the abominable tricks
and histrionics of her mother.
"Father," she repeated, "do not break our hearts."
"Give me a minute," he said, turned on his heel, and
closed the door. Up sprang Josephine, triumphant, and
Trent to repair the damage of the freshets.
For that minute he slammed himself down at his desk.
He did not blame himself or his masterfulness. Never in
all his life did he think of that as a possible cause of dis-
sensions in his relationships. With all his vision he could
not turn round and see the back of his head. But, truth
to tell, his masterfulness had had very little to do with
Josephine's conduct. She was made that way, .loving plea-
sure at perhaps too dear a price. He thought of it and
cursed her environment—Barras, Therezia, the convent
of the Carmelites, the Revolution, everything.
And what could he do? Divorce was out of the question.
That he could get, of course, though the circumstantial
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